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The leader of our impromptu band was a crippled
officer, dressed in an overcoat, pyjamas, and bowler hat,
who waved a crutch as baton whenever we halted, which
was often, for we were an unmanageable, disorderly
crew. He hobbled along, a tall figure in a faded brown
overcoat, with one pink-striped leg supporting him and
the other leg swinging, bandaged to the size of a bolster,
and hat askew, and long chin stuck out defiantly, hymn-
writer and hero manque, fit leader of lost causes and of our
fantastic pageant. Alas, his voice is stilled, for he died of
his wounds in hospital a year later.

Our behaviour astonished the townsfolk, who connected
such processions with massacres rather than melody. At
the door of the church a group of Armenian women and
children (kept alive for the use of the soldiers after their
men had been " deported ") watched us curiously as we
entered what had been their sanctuary. It was not thus
that their husbands had met their fate. Some made the
sign of the Cross as we passed : others drew their hands
across their throats and laughed in a lunatic way. In face
of their griefs our gaiety was rather shocking, but we
couldn't help it: three good men had escaped and more
might follow : we were glad to be " strafed ** in such a
cause.

Later in captivity I noticed that only the British rejoiced
in the midst of adversity. The French were appalled
by our levity during the bad days in the Spring of
1918 : how could we sing and dance when we were
losing the war ? No satisfactory answer was ever given
them.

To anyone in decent health the month we spent in the
Armenian church must have been an interesting experi-
ence. Even to me, it was not without amusement. It was